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could not reduce them to method. I shall therefore throw them out in this paper without order, and just as they occurred to me.
When I considered that, perhaps, two millions of my fellow-subjects passed two parts in three of their lives in the very same manner in which the worthy members of my friend's Club passed theirs, I was at a loss to discover that attractive, irresistible, and invisible charm, for I confess I saw none, to which they so deliberately and assiduously sacrificed their time, their health, and their reason ; till, dipping accidentally into Monsieur Pascal, I read, upon the subject of hunting, the following passage. " What, unless " to drown thought," says that excellent writer, " can " make men throw away so much time upon a silly " animal, which they may buy much cheaper in the " market ? It hinders us from looking into ourselves, " which is a view we cannot bear." That this is often one motive, and sometimes the only one, of hunting, I can easily believe. But then it must be allowed too, that if the jolly sportsman, who thus vigorously runs away from himself, does not break his neck in his flight, he improves his health, at least, by his exercise. But what other motive can possibly be assigned for the soaker's daily and seriously swallowing his own destruction, except that of " drowning thought, and " hindering him from looking into himself, which is a " view he cannot bear ?"
Unhappy the man who cannot willingly and frequently converse with himself; but miserable in the highest degree is the man who dares not I In one of these predicaments must that man be, who soaks and sleeps away his whole life. Either tired of himself